Filiations 'with the Metaphysicals
So brilliantly he rings,
But called his name as Time.
His bin was morning light.
Those straws which gild his bed
Are of the fallen West.
Although green lands consume
Beneath their burning tread,
In everlasting bright
His hooves have rest.
Her love lyrics are no less ethereal, no less acute, than her
poems on themes not so immediately human. Here, too, her
concern is with the most subtle states of mutual consciousness,
the most piercing moments of communion or division between
lovers. Here, too, the scene is furnished by unearthly elements,
the mortal pang quickened or assuaged because it is endured
in sight of
The sky, that's heaven's seat.
However personal the emotion which prompted these poems,
or the symbols chosen for its expression, they are not private
in the sense of being strictly occasional or teasingly obscure.
Their references are too large to admit the first fault, their
imaginative quality too keen to admit the second. This is noi
to deny that Miss Adams's scope is limited. Her poetry has noi
the richness of T. S. Eliot's, the wit of John Crowe Ransom's,
the variety of Elinor WyhV s. But if she does not range widely3
she cuts deep. The same may be said of the work of the young
poet, Elder Olsen, which sometimes delicately recalls hers. In
all her lyrics an ecstatic awareness of the sensual mingles with
a passionate exploration of supersensual realities.
It is this, as much as her vocabulary and her imagery, which
knits her work so closely to that of William Butler Yeats. By
the same token, it is this which proves Yeats to be no less a
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